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Waves 


Author's Notes: 
Babytallica one-shot and my first attempt at some "real" smut. 
| hope it doesn't suck. No pun intended.. 


Do you know that feeling when you've been really looking forward to something with every fibre of your being, 
played it through in your mind a million times and wished that time would go by faster until then? And then 
when it happens, you simply can't relax and enjoy what you've wished for so much, because a million questions 


keep popping up in your head? 


That was what was happening to James that night, as he was lying on Lars’ bed with his jeans and boxers 
pulled down and Lars kneeling between his legs. The very first blow job of his life. From his friend. His male 
friend. His bandmate. 


The questions kept coming and retreating like ocean waves. And every once in a while, these waves crashed 


when the physical bliss flooded his body. 


Am | gay? 

Is this a sin? 

Has he done this before? 

To who? 

If not why is he so damn good at it? 

Does he enjoy this? 

Does he expect me to blow him too? 
Would | do it? 

What the hell is he doing with his tongue? 
Why does he turn me on so much more than any chick I've ever known? 
Why does this feel so fucking good? 

Will this be the end of the band? 

Can | trust him not to tell anyone? 

What else are we gonna do? 

Would he..? Oh, fuck! 


James lifted his head from the pillow and looked down, nervous and excited in equal measures. Nervous as hell 


and excited as hell, to be precise. 


Lars had his eyes closed with a mix of concentration and enthusiasm that he applied to nearly everything he 
did in life. His right hand was firmly wrapped around the base of James’ cock, the left hand stroked the inside 
of James’ thigh. And he sucked him off full of eagerness. James was sure that Lars had planned this 
meticulously - like, well, nearly everything he did. 


James knew that it would happen today. Three days ago they had been interrupted when Lars’ parents came 
home sooner than expected. Lars had just been scooting down and lowering his head towards James’ crotch, 


but they jumped apart like from an electric shock when they heard the front door being opened. 


As James was watching Lars head move faster, suddenly a familiar feeling started to spread in his genitals, 


and when he realized he was about to come any second, a series of much more urgent questions appeared: 
Should | warn him? 

Will he be angry if | don't? 

Should | just push him away? 

Where's that fucking Kleenex box? 

Does he want me to come in his mouth? 

Will he.. swallow? 

Fuck.. 

He felt like the wave he was surfing on was building up higher and higher. 
James reached for Lars and squeezed his shoulder. 

"Lars, stop.. I'm gonna...” 


James tried to push Lars away, but the smaller man simply uttered a sound of disapproval and a chuckle 


around James’ cock, and the vibration of those sounds sent James over the edge. 
It seemed like the giant wave crashed above James’ head and he felt like he was drowning, but not in a bad 
way. Didn't the French call an orgasm a "litte death"? He was unable to do or say anything, he simply floated in 


an ocean of ecstasy. 


From the corner of his eye, he could see Lars lift his head and swallow with an unceremonious noise, then 


scoot up to him while whiping the saliva on his mouth and neck away with his forearm. 
Slowly, the questions started returning. 

What have we done? 

How can he be so calm? 

Am | supposed to thank him? 

Is this smudge on his cheek my cum? 


For Lars, on the contrary, only one question seemed to matter at this moment. 


"Good?" 


But of course Lars didn't really need an answer to that. He smiled from ear to ear like a kid who just got his 


favorite toy and wrapped an arm around James' chest. 
James simply nodded and smiled back, pulling Lars close to him. 
He decided he could wait for the answers to his questions for a while. 


The ocean had turned calm and smooth as glass. 


Hanging out 


Author's Notes: 
My apologies to everybody who wanted a chapter from Lars' POV! My James muse had other ideas.. 


"Okay, band practice next Thursday. See ya then, guys!" 
"Alright, see ya then, Ron!" 


The three of them waved goodbye to their bassist who was on the way to his car. They'd just played a show 
at a popular club. And surprisingly so for a Sunday night, the place was packed. 


But Ron had to get up early for work the next morning, so he'd told the others he'd drive back home right 
after the show while James, Lars and Dave decided to take advantage of the free booze they were offered to 
make up for the meager pay that the owner of the club could afford. 


"So please excuse me, kids, there are two ladies waiting at the bar for me," Dave said in a patronizing tone 


before leaving the other two standing in the hallway. 
They stood there in silence under the dim neon light for a while with their beer bottles in hand 
"Thursday." James suddenly mumbled and sighed. 

"Oh, | thought you said Thursday was okay for you?" Lars asked surprised 


"No! | mean.. yes, it is. Is just.. nevermind." James took a long sip from his bottle and then gazed at his shoes 


again, like he usually did when he was talking to someone. 


"What? Come on, you wanted to say something. Tell mel” Lars had gotten used to James’ reticence, but that 


didn't mean he'd let him off the hook right away. 
"Well, | just thought... | mean.. it's four days until Thursday, so.." 


"So?" Trying to get James to talk was like getting blood out of a stone, but Lars’ persistence was beyond 


compare. 
"I thought that maybe we could meet tomorrow and.. uh.. you know, just hang out." 


"Hang out?" Lars lengthened the words with an amused look in his eye. 


James blushed and hid behind his blond locks. 
"You mean the way we ‘hung out last week?" Lars' lips formed into a smirk and he lifted an eyebrow. 


James looked like if he knew a magic spell to make himself disappear into the ground, he'd use it right then and 


there. 


Lars mischievous smile was ten miles wide by now. He was pleasantly buzzed and really liked where this was 
going. But he also knew that it was a huge effort for James to talk openly about what had happened between 
them. 


"You know, | really liked the way we ‘hung out last week." All of a sudden James’ voice, which had intimidated 


the crowd just a half an hour ago on stage, was only a faint whisper. 
He still stared at the ground and fumbled with his bottle. 

"You know, Lars.. To be honest.. I'd really like to ‘hang out right now." 
Lars suddenly felt an electrifying feeling rush through his entire body. 


And just like the first time they made out, he knew that it was the right time to take action. If he hesitated 


now, James’ green light might turn red. 


He didn't know why he had memorized when they arrived that there were was another pair of restrooms 


behind the club, but now that fact seemed to come in handy. 


"Come onl" He gestured James to follow him outside and around the building. Due to the rain, nobody else was 
outside, and luckily, the bathroom stall was unlocked. He grabbed James by the arm, dragged him inside and 


locked the door all within seconds. 


"What if Dave finds us here?" James asked, but if he was honest to himself, it was merely a rhethorical 
question. He wouldn't want to stop what was about to happen for anything in the world. 


"Why should Dave give a fock about us? And he's busy with those chicks anyway." Lars rolled his eyes and 
shoved James against the sleazy bathroom wall, and James showed no resistance. He wanted it. He wanted it so 
bad. He's been craving for it to happen again ever since Lars’ lips left him after it happened for the first time 
last week. And this time, he was determined to focus his entire attention on the physical part. He had been so 


nervous last week, his doubts and concerns had kept him distracted from what was actually happening. Down 


there. 


This time he wanted to perceive and memorize every little thing that Lars did to him. He tried to keep his stil 


present shame in check when Lars got on his knees in front of him. His fingers were searching for something 


to hold on to but even though he wasn't a neat freak, he was pretty disgusted by the filthy walls and other 
surfaces, so he simply let his arms hang loose by his side. Lars had gotten himself busy with James' belt and 
the fly of his skin tight black jeans in the meantime, his fingers moving impatiently fast. James still didn't quite 
understand what was so appealing about giving someone a blow-job that made Lars so eager to do it, but in 
this very moment he didn't necessarily insist on an explanation. Lars' fingers and mouth were all that mattered 


now. 


When said fingers brushed the skin of his lower belly while pushing up his Venom shirt and pulling his boxers 
down, James realized he had been holding his breath for quite a while and gasped loudly. The cold air hit his 
almost fully erect cock as it was freed from its confines and stood tall right in front of Lars' face. His way- 
too-pretty-for-a-guy face, James thought for a moment, before he turned his attention to Lars' tongue. He 
was still determined not to miss a single detail of what was happening to him. Lars licked his lips and smiled up 
at James, then stuck his tongue out and licked the underside of James’ cock from the base to the top, which 


caused it to twitch and poke Lars nose. 


"Sorry," James whispered, but Lars simply chuckled before opening his mouth wide and taking James’ cock in 
The sensations of warmth, softness and wetness were even better than James remembered from the first 


time and he let his head fall back against the wall and closed his eyes. 


When he noticed Lars’ left hand stroking the inside of his thigh he felt the need to touch him as well, so he 
rested his right hand lightly on the back of Lars' head, hoping that it was okay for him. His other hand was 
clenched into a fist. He opened his eyes again and looked down at Lars, who was now moving his lips up and 
down his cock rhythmically, his cheeks hollow from sucking as best as he could. The sight send a wave of 
pleasure through James’ entire body, followed by yet another one when he noticed that Lars had his right 


hand in his own pants and jacked himself off simultaneously. 


"Fuck, you're so good at this.." James still tried to keep his voice down because he wasn't sure if there were 


people outside, even though he would have loved to cry out loud. 
Sin or not, James couldn't have cared less at this moment. 


Each of Lars’ actions took James metaphorical rollercoaster cart higher up the mountain, promising a 
sensational high-speed ride on the other side. Lars' hand on his balls, then moving up to wrap his fingers 
firmly around the base of his cock, his tongue constantly swirling around the sensitive skin while sucking James 
cock in again and again as deep as he could manage. It was like the essence of every dirty dream James had 
ever had. And he had quite a lot of dirty dreams lately, although the main character of these dreams 


suddenly transformed from a busty blonde woman into a brunette petite man 
But this wasn't the time for analyzing. He was getting his dick sucked expertly and he was on the brink of 
coming hard, for fuck's sake! The memory of Lars swallowing his cum last week took him even closer to the 


edge. He pressed his shoulders against the wall to withstand the power of the overwhelming feelings. 


Both of his hands were on Lars’ head now, but Lars didn't seem to mind. On the contrary, Lars seemed to 


truly enjoy what he was doing. The word ‘slut appeared in front of James’ mind's eye, and all of a sudden he 
finally let go of his inhibitions and indulged in the pure debauchery of what was happening to him: he had 
played a show with his band and was in the bathroom stall of a rock club getting a blow job. 

Rock. And. Roll. Baby. 


Fuck all your fucking religious rules! 


Lars' moans were getting louder, and the vibrations of those muffled sounds made it impossible for James to 


hold back any longer. 
"FUCK!" 


He knew it was way Too loud, and if there really was someone outside the door, it was no use telling lies when 


they left. 

The roller coaster raced down the hill at maximum speed. 

Although James had already jerked off twice in the afternoon, seemingly endless strings of hot cum filled Lars’ 
mouth until it dripped down his chin and ran down his neck. Lars' own orgasm followed soon after, and he finally 
let go of James’ cock and came all over the floor between James feet, cursing in two languages. 


They both breathed heavily for a few moments, then looked each other in the eye dizzily. 


Lars picked the last paper towel from the dispenser to clean his face and hands, then rose to his feet and 


grabbed his beer bottle that he had placed on the sink and downed the rest of its content. 
After that, he smiled blissfully at James and his eyes sparkled with pride and a hint of triumph. 


James was still panting, but his lips formed into a smile, too, while he pulled Lars close and they wrapped their 


arms around each other. 


"There's nothing better than hanging out with you, Lars." 


